So, at half-past eight that evening, we dined at a
carefully chosen table in a sedate corner of what was once
our favourite restaurant, with Pommery of a famous
vintage in coolers by our side and a wealth of flowers
upon the table, my wife and I, our daughter and her
husband. We drank many toasts to one another, but it was
impossible for us to wish one another many happy returns
of the day, because it was August 6th, the fiftieth anniversary
of our marriage.

A different strain of music from the small orchestra in
the distance. I found myself listening intently. It was a
familiar tune. I turned towards my companion.

" Shall we dance ? "

She laughed, perhaps with a faint note of gentle
mockery. But our feet were akeady moving to the
music.
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